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Chapter 1: Falling in Love 


It's been said that you only fall in love with your whole heart once in 
your life. 

I couldn't remember whether I read that in a book or heard it in a movie 
or TV show, nor could I remember the small details. I just felt like I'd heard 
it before. 

A single, all-consuming love. 

This idea sounded nice, but for some reason, it didn't feel right. There 
was one, extremely simple reason for that. 

Why did it have to be a one-time thing? That was the point I got hung up 
on. 

I believed that love was something that you experienced with your 
whole heart each and every time. I couldn't speak for everybody, but at the 
very least, that was how I understood it. 

I'd only had one relationship. It took place when I was in the 11th grade. 
The girl in question was a grade above me at school. I was in the baseball 
club at the time, and I fell for the pitcher of the girls' softball club. After a 
few months of agonizing over my feelings for her, I finally told her how I felt. 

I remember her being cheerful, and yet having a mysterious air. It was 
that duality that drew me to her, both before and after we got together. 

What's more, she was also wildly uninhibited. After just a few weeks of 


being together, she asked me to have sex like it was the natural thing to do. I 


was perplexed, but no high school boy could simply suppress those urges 
when an older girl he'd genuinely fallen for was pursuing him. As a result, I 
gave in to her all too easily. 

Of course, I didn't think that was a bad thing. It was an unbelievable joy 
to share my body and heart with the person I loved, and at the time, this put 
me on cloud nine. She was beautiful and popular, so all of my friends 
regularly envied the position I was in. 

However, our relationship came to an abrupt end the moment she 
graduated high school. 

She stopped contacting me. I got no more messages from her, and she 
wouldn't reply to mine, either. 

We were no longer able to meet, and I couldn't get in touch with her. Our 
relationship came to what you might call a natural end, and being the broke 
and busy high-schooler that I was, I was unable to go after her. This left me 
heart-broken. 

For the year following her graduation, I spent my days idly reminiscing 
about my time with her over and over again. 

I was truly in love with her, and I'd been under the impression that we 
would continue our relationship even after she graduated. That was the only 
reason I'd gone as far as having sex with her in the first place. I wanted to 
prove to her how serious I was about us staying together. 

And yet, she must not have felt the same way. Every time that thought 
came to mind, I felt empty inside. Our philosophies on love were so 


incompatible, but it wasn't until we broke up that I realized this. 


My relationship had ended and left behind some painful memories, so I 
threw myself into my university studies, and after that, job-hunting. That was 
when I met Ms. Goto. 

I didn't suppose there was any need to think back on what happened 
after that. 

I fell deeply in love again. Still, I was also deeply engrossed in my 
work, so it took me quite a while to actually approach her with those 
feelings. Even so, for those five years, the intensity of what I felt for her 
never waned in the slightest. 

This was the only way I'd ever loved somebody, so the concept of there 
only being one 'single, all-consuming love' in your life didn't resonate with 
me. 

If you could only ever have one real, profound love, wouldn't that mean 
I'd already used up my chance? It would have been either my high school 
sweetheart or Ms. Goto. 

Looking back on it, I couldn't tell which love had been more heartfelt. I 
couldn't compare them. 

In either case, this was the second time I'd felt something resembling 
love. It didn't matter whether our relationship would actually come to 
anything. At this point in time, 1f someone asked me if I'd ever fall in love 
again, I couldn't imagine that I ever would. In fact, I would say 'no'. 

"Well, what about me?" 

I heard a voice from behind me and turned around to see Sayu, the high 


school girl I was living with, standing there. 


"What do you think about me?" 

"What do you think...?" 

Sayu watched me as I hesitated and cocked her head with a grin. Her 
hair, which fell neatly onto her shoulders, hung sleekly in place, obeying 
gravity. 

Sayu had appeared in my life out of the blue. I was acting as her 
temporary guardian. 

The relationship that Sayu and I had was obviously illegal, but it wasn't 
an illicit one; we didn't have any kind of physical relationship. It wasn't like I 
was trying to make it one, either. | would never have those kinds of feelings 
for her. 

"But Mr. Yoshida...[ feel like you spend more time thinking about me 
than you do about Ms. Goto." 

Sayu said, as if she was speaking to my inner thoughts. I looked at her, 
flustered. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"You had the chance to bring Ms. Goto over, but all you did was 
introduce her to me. It's kinda weird. The two of you could've had some 
alone time, and, y'know, done adult stuff." 

"Yes, but..." 

Mishima had said the same thing. 

However, the thought never once occurred to me at that time. The 
thought that dominated my mind was that, if Sayu was to continue to stay at 


my home, I would have to properly explain the situation to Ms. Goto. 


"Does that mean..." 

Sayu began. Yet again, it was as if she had taken a peek at my innermost 
thoughts. 

"Does that mean that I'm the person you want to spend the rest of your 
life with, rather than Ms. Goto?" 

"Wha? No... That's not what I" 

"C'mon, Mr. Yoshida." 

Sayu's tone took on a slightly seductive air as she continued to speak. 

"What am I to you, Mr. Yoshida?" 

* 

"—_shida... Hey, c'mon. Mr. Yoshida!" 

"Huh?" 

Someone was shaking me. I opened my eyes, allowing bright light to 
mercilessly invade my field of vision. 

I immediately looked around and spotted a high school girl standing 
beside my bed. 

"Good morning." 

It was my roommate, Sayu. My vision was so hazy and my eyes so 
narrow that I couldn't make out the expression on her face, but I was sure she 
had a wry smile on her face. 

"...Good morning." 

"You wouldn't wake up at all today. Usually, all I have to do is poke you 
a little." 

"...That bad, huh?" 


"I called out to you a few times, poked and patted you, but you still 


wouldn't wake up. I had no choice but to shake you hard. Sorry." 





"It's fine. I would have been late to work if you hadn't..." 

My throat was parched—probably from sleeping with my mouth open— 
and it felt sticky and gross. 

"Did you have a nightmare?" 

"A nightmare?" 

I cocked my head at this suggestion, and she nodded in response. 

"You made some sounds that sounded like you were in pain." 

"Oh...? A nightmare, huh?" 

I tried to see if I could remember anything, but for some reason, my 
mind was a blur. 

I had the strange sensation that I'd been talking to someone right before I 
woke up, but I couldn't recall what it was about. 

"...I don't remember." 

"I see... Anyway, get up, quick! If you don't hurry up, you won't have 
time to eat breakfast." 

"Okay." 

I sat up Sayu before she darted over to the kitchen. She switched on the 
stove with a clicking sound and started heating up the pot that was sitting on 
top of it. 

I watched her out of the corner of my eye, then stood up from my bed 
and had a good stretch. 

The breakfast she had made was already set out on the living room 
table. I cast a glance over at Sayu as she stirred the pot of miso soup she was 


warming up with a ladle, but she didn't notice. 


Her presence had become a completely ordinary part of my life. 

And yet, one day, she was going to leave. We would go back to our old 
lives. 

This would be a good thing for both of us, and it would be the right thing 
to do as well. 

These were the thoughts that were spinning around in my mind the 
moment I got up. I shook my head. 

Wasn't it a bit late to be feeling uneasy? Our relationship had always 
been wrong. I'd known that, but I'd continued down this path anyway. 

We had to get back on the right path. 

For Sayu's sake, and for mine. 

I headed straight for the washroom and splashed my face with water. 

My mind had been foggy from the moment I had woken up, but it felt like 
the coldness of the water had finally cleared it up. 


Chapter 2: A Luxury Car 


"Tch! Not this kinda question again!" 

Asami was sitting in the office on her break, studying from a textbook 
that she'd opened on the table in front of her. 

Her sudden click of the tongue distracted me from the math problem I 
was working on in my own notebook for a moment. 

"Huh?" 

"This! This!" 

Asami turned her textbook around to show me. She then placed her 
finger on a spot on the open page. At a glance, it appeared to be a question 
for Contemporary Japanese Language class. I slowly read it aloud. 

"Why did Toyotaro say the underlined words? Choose the correct 
answer from the options below...' Huh? Isn't this just a normal question?" 

"Well, there's a lot of questions like this, but..." 

Asami pouted. 

She slid the book slowly back toward herself and sighed. 

"I don't think it says the reason why in the text." 

"They want you to read between the lines, don't they?" 

"IT know that. But I'm still stuck." 

"Do you find this kind of thing difficult?" 

After a moment of stunned silence, Asami shook her head in response to 


my question. 


"Not at all. I'm actually good at them." 

"So why are you complaining about it?" 

She furrowed her eyebrows in frustration before she began tapping her 
mechanical pencil on her notebook and started to speak. 

"I'm not complaining because I don't know the answer. It's just annoying. 
Like this, the 'choose the correct answer' part." 

Asami took another emphatic stab at her notebook with her pencil, then 
spoke more slowly. 

"T just don't think anyone can say what's correct and what's not if it's not 
written down anywhere. If people don't tell you, then you can't know what 
they really think." 

Asami's words had drifted to a different part of the problem, and it felt 
like she was now grappling with a more abstract question. She seemed to 
realize this herself, and with a startled expression on her face, she quickly 
attempted to change the subject. 

"Well, if the author had been the one to make up the question, I guess 
they'd know, but still..." 

"Yeah... I'm pretty sure it's not the author who's coming up with this 
stuff. I doubt they would have interviewed him, either." 

The name of the text that the extract had been taken from was written in 
small letters beneath the question. I took a look at it. The author was 
obviously deceased. 

It seemed like Asami resented the way in which the writer of the 


textbook had used the declamatory word 'correct' to describe the assumption 


they had made about the character's emotions and made a question out of it, 
despite the fact that they were neither the author of the work, nor the 
character themselves. 

"The author of this novel would be screaming, "Y'all tripping, I wasn't 
thinking nunna that when I wrote this." 

"I don't think they'd talk like that, but you're probably right." 

My reply left Asami cackling, and she slammed the textbook shut. 

"I'm spent. Time for a break." 

She said casually, grabbing the plastic bottle beside her, unscrewing the 
cap, and taking a swig of juice. 

"The A/C's busted back here, so it's crazy hot. You haven't sweat at all, 
though, Sayu-chaso. That's so based." Asami said. 











When I looked over at her, I noticed that there was a thin layer of sweat 
on her brow. 

She was right. The A/C unit in the office, unlike the ones in the 
storefront, was small and obviously didn't work very well. On hot and humid 
days such as this one, it still often got muggy, even if it wasn't as hot as 
outdoors. 

Now that she mentioned it, it did feel hot. However, although my brow 
was a little clammy to the touch, I wasn't sweating. 

As I rubbed my forehead with my mouth half-agape, Asami suddenly 
broke out in a smirk and started to speak. 

"Why did Ogiwara Sayu touch her forehead at that moment? Choose the 
correct answer from the options below." 

"Haha. What are you talking about?" 

Asami, who'd clearly been making fun of me, started chuckling again. I 
couldn't help but laugh along with her. 

I casually glanced at the clock. Almost thirty minutes had already 
passed since my break had started. I was working a short shift, so I only got a 
thirty-minute break. 

"I gotta get back to work." 

I closed my notebook and went over to punch my timecard. 

"Go get 'em." 

Asami had already opened her textbook again and was looking down at 
it. Something about this sight was dazzling to me, and I found myself 


narrowing my eyes. 


I did the two open top buttons of my work shirt up again and opened the 
office door. The blast of cold air from the storefront gave me goosebumps all 
over my skin. 

"That will be 648 yen, please... Oh, are you paying with e-cash? Just a 
moment, please... Alright, just tap it here. Thank you very much. Do you want 
to keep the receipt? Thanks for coming!" 

The moment I stepped out of the office and into the storefront, I could 
hear Mr. Yaguchi conversing politely with a customer. He was speaking in a 
slightly higher and more nasal voice than usual. One glance toward the 
customer confirmed that, just as I'd expected, it was a woman. A smile crept 
onto my face as I stood there alone. He only ever used that tone of voice 
when women he was attracted to came into the store. 

In contrast to the heat of the office, the storefront felt positively freezing 
to us staff, who all had to wear our short-sleeved convenience store uniform. 
Feeling a faint sensation of goosebumps on my skin, I stocked shelves in 
silence. 

Summer was already in full swing. 

I didn't get a summer vacation. I wasn't going to school anyway, so I 
looked at it as if I was permanently on a break from my studies. 

Asami had started working more morning and afternoon shifts, so that 
was what had made me aware of the school vacation. 

Oh, right. It was summer vacation. 

I'd really enjoyed summer vacation when I was a proper high school 


student, but at this point, it felt like such an obscure concept. 


With the summer vacation underway, Asami started coming over to my 
place almost every day. She would then open her textbook and study intently. 
This came as no surprise; she was in her third year of high school. The 
entrance exams in the winter were drawing near. The one for the literature 
department of the university Asami wanted to go to was challenging, to put it 
lightly. While Asami studied hard, I would sit next to her and go through 
problems in the textbook that Mr. Yoshida bought me. 

Entrance exams. 

Those words, just like the words 'summer vacation,' sounded so foreign 
to me. 

I did study. I had nothing better to do after the housework was finished, 
so I tried to keep up with subjects that a third-year would learn in one way or 
another by studying from store-bought textbooks. It went without saying that I 
left my school books, the ones that you could only get through public 
institutions in Hokkaido, so if you were to ask me if I was as knowledgeable 
as those who actually attended school, my answer would be no. Even so, I 
figured that it was better than not studying anything at all. 

Be that as it may... 

If someone were to ask me whether I was going to take any entrance 
exams, or whether I would go to university, I wouldn't be able to answer. I 
also had no idea how you would go about taking an entrance exam 
independently. On top of that, I didn't have enough desire to actually look into 
it. 


I told Mr. Yoshida that I'd think about my future, ' but the more 
realistically I considered it, the more unsteady I felt. What was I, having 
given up on being a high school student, supposed to do in the future? 

I was going to go back to the house where my parents live. That was the 
goal I had to give the most serious consideration at that moment in time. Still, 
even if I were to accomplish that, what would I do next? I couldn't imagine 
anything beyond that point. 

"Oh." 

Before I knew it, I'd finished stocking the snacks on the shelves. I 
checked the clock and saw that it was just past 10 am. 

It'd be good if I could keep up this pace and stock the shelves with 
candy toys, but I wanted to make sure all of the rice balls and sandwiches, 
which were the products that sold best during lunch hours, were organized 
before midday. 

I'd gotten used to what I had to do at my part-time job, what to prioritize 
and to organize which tasks to complete first by myself. 

When I walked over to the container of different sandwiches, which 
was stacked up near the register, Mr. Yaguchi waved me over from behind 
the cash register with a hushed, "Hey, hey". As we were the only two people 
in the store at that moment, I was immediately suspicious of why he was 
whispering, but it didn't stop me from walking towards him. 

"Can you see that expensive black car that's parked outside?" 

Mr. Yaguchi said in a quiet voice, only shifting his gaze toward the exit. 


I followed his gaze, and true to his word, a pitch-black luxury car was 


parked, not in the parking lot, but on the side of the road in front of the store. 

"Well, there is one parked there." 

"It's been there every day lately. They don't come in and buy anything, 
but I'll look out there sometimes, and a scary-looking driver with sunglasses 
is just sitting there, watching." 

He grabbed his own shoulders as he described the driver and pretended 
to be shuddering with fear, making exaggerated movements. 

"Well, if they're wearing sunglasses, you can't be sure they're watching, 
right?" 

"Yeah, that's true... But it sure feels like they are." 

I took another look at the car. The rear passenger windows were tinted, 
making it impossible to see inside. The man sitting in the driver's seat had a 
clean-shaven head and was wearing a pair of sunglasses. His appearance 
was, indeed, quite intimidating. 

As I was taking a long hard look at him, he moved his neck slightly. 
Although I couldn't actually tell because of his sunglasses, it did feel like he 
was looking straight back at me. I averted my gaze, panicked. 

"Could he be an undercover cop?" 

"A cop?" 

"I mean, you have been rotating women nonstop." 

"Huh? Is it me they're after?" 

After a moment of trepidation, he suddenly shook his head. 

"Nah. Sleeping around isn't a crime" 


"How are you saying that with so much confidence...?" 


"Besides, if it's an unmarked cop car, they're usually Crowns or 
Legacies, or some other kind of reasonably-priced car with tighter handling. 
That's a Benz out there." 

Despite his precise reasoning, I didn't know much about cars, so I 
wouldn't have been able to tell the car's model or manufacturer just by 
looking at it. 

"Well, the road's pretty wide so people can pass him, and he's not 
parking in the lot and blocking anyone. I guess we should just leave it be, 
but..." 

At that moment, the timer for the deep fryer behind the register went off. 
He lifted the steel basket with the fried chicken cooking inside it, then 
murmured something slowly. 

"It's got me wondering, though." 

I nodded ambiguously, stepped out from behind the register, and went 
back to stacking sandwiches. 

Why had that car been parked there every day? I pondered on this 
question. 

The most obvious answer would be that they needed something from 
this convenience store. However, as far as Mr. Yaguchi knew, no one from 
the car had ever come in and bought anything. 

That being the case, there was a chance they had simply parked there as 
a Stake-out spot for another target entirely. This convenience store was in the 
perfect location. However, it would seem even stranger that they wouldn't 


park in the convenience store's parking lot if that were true. 


I felt like I could hear the sound of an engine and turned around to look 
outside. The expensive car had driven away. 

"They've left." 

"Huh? ...Oh, you're right." 

Although Mr. Yaguchi had been the one to bring up the topic of the car, it 
seemed like it had completely slipped his mind after we'd spoken. He took a 
casual glance out the window, then shrugged his shoulders. 

"I wonder if it'll be back again tomorrow." 

"What's the point in them coming if they're not going to come in and buy 
anything?" 

"For real." 

As soon as we'd wrapped up the conversation, I shifted my focus to my 
work. 

For some reason, time always flew when I was talking to someone. 
When I looked at the clock, fifteen minutes had already gone by. 

Sandwiches, rice balls, bread... I had to get them on the shelves before 
lunchtime. 

I started moving my hands around at a rapid, businesslike pace, and any 


thoughts of the car left my mind as quickly as it had left its parking spot. 


Chapter 3: Transfer 


Oh, he let out a big yawn. Then he gulped down his can of coffee. 

Yoshida-sempai's eyes never exactly glistened with life, but today, they 
looked especially dead. He must not have been sleeping much. 

No. How could someone who had no hobbies like Yoshida-sempai— 
you could go so far as to say that sleeping was his only hobby—miss out on 
sleep? When I thought back on it, it was incredibly rare to see him so 
exhausted in the morning. 

Something might have happened to him the night before. That could 
mean... 

"Mishima." 

"Uh, yes?" 

Somebody suddenly prodded my shoulder, making me jump. I made sure 
that my irritation at having my train of thought interrupted didn't show on my 
face and turned around. Section Manager Odagiri was standing behind me. 

"I asked you to do something for me earlier..." 

"Oh, I've done it. I was going to mail it to you once work got started." 

When I answered, the section manager looked confused for a moment, 
then nodded a couple of times. 

"Q-oh... Right, okay." 

"Is something the matter? Do you not need it anymore?" 


"Oh, no, nothing like that." 


The section manager scratched his head, then continued to speak. 

"You just seem so much more attentive lately." 

"Attentive?" 

"Yeah... Before, I felt like whenever I assigned you a task, you almost 
never had it done when I checked later." 

"O-oh... I see." 

I couldn't help but agree with his assessment. 

It made perfect sense. I was deliberately pretending to be a scatterbrain. 

"I'm obviously pleased to see you taking your work seriously. I'll keep 
an eye out for that mail." 

"Oh, okay! I'll be sure to send it!" 

The section manager grinned and returned to his seat. 

Now that I thought about it, I never felt that he completely gave up on me 
because I was useless. Instead, he accepted that that was ‘just the way I was,' 
and would always come and re-check my work for me when he needed to. 

I felt a little guilty for the way I used to act. 

My shift hadn't yet started, but I pulled up the internal email system, 
quickly attached the relevant file and began typing up a message. 

From the day I went to that pub with Yoshida-sempai for the first time 
and had a heart-to-heart with him, Yoshida-sempai never let me cut any 
corners. Not to say that he was ever easy on me, but if he judged me 
incapable of doing something, he'd quickly take over to complete it; after that 
evening at the bar, he would no longer accept anything until I'd finished it 


myself. 


My workload had clearly increased as a result, but I didn't think it hadn't 
become that much of a burden. In fact, I might have even gone as far as saying 
that I felt more mentally at ease because I didn't have to make a fool of 
myself anymore. 

I typed up a brief, polite message, then emailed the files to my section 
manager. 

The thought of doing anything work-related before my shift started 
would have been simply inconceivable to my former self. This realization 
almost made me giggle, but I didn't let it show. 

When I looked up again and shifted my gaze toward Yoshida-sempai, I 
could see that he was looking down at something on his left-hand side. 

He was playing on his phone again. 

For some reason, whenever he was using his phone, he would hide it 
under his desk. It wasn't really against work policy to use your phone during 
your shift, but he must have had a guilty conscience about it anyway. 

Even so, it was at a lower position than his computer when he used it, 
so it was easy to tell when Yoshida-sempai was fiddling with his phone 
because only his gaze was straying downward despite his head being even 
higher up than his monitor. 

There could only be one reason why he was using his phone. He was 
chatting to someone on a messaging app. And eighty percent of the time, that 
"someone' was Sayu. 

Oh yeah. I still didn't know Yoshida-sempai's personal contact info. 


Although it was of considerable disadvantage to my romantic situation that I 


couldn't contact him outside of work, the problem with that lay with the 
object of my affection, Yoshida-sempai. He was the type of guy who, if I 
were to ask him for his contact information, would off-handedly reply, "Nah, 
you don't need to contact me for anything outside of work, do you?" 
Normally, if a woman were to ask for your number without a reason, a man 
might wonder why, and perhaps even consider that the woman might be 
romantically interested in him, wouldn't he? It might be troublesome if a guy 
got the wrong idea when it wasn't meant in a romantic way, but it was a pain 
in the ass when a guy couldn't read between the lines at all in such a 
situation. A really big pain in the ass. 

All I could say for certain is that—aside from whether he had any self- 
awareness—it was easy to grow closer to someone you interacted with 
frequently. It was so obvious that it went without saying, but I felt I was 
lagging behind both Ms. Goto and Sayu in this respect. Especially Sayu. 

They were always together when he was at home, and he was even 
messaging her while he was at work. They were clearly close to one another. 
Despite not being related, they'd built a family-like bond. 

It would undoubtedly be a poor move on my part to let him continue 
maintaining that relationship with Sayu alone. I wanted to get Yoshida- 
sempai's contact information soon, and by whatever means necessary. 

"Alright. Time for our morning gathering." 

A commanding voice resonated throughout the office, interrupting my 


thoughts. It was Ms. Goto. 


Although she normally spoke in a gentle and slow manner, she always 
made these announcements in a strong, well-projected voice. 

As her voice instructed, everyone in the office stood at attention. 

We only had morning gatherings at the beginning of the week. They were 
really simple meetings. We'd go through our monthly targets and 
accomplishment reports, and we would only be alerted of something if there 
was an urgent announcement that concerned the entire organization. 

I stood straight, thinking that the meeting would be over all the sooner if 
I kept good posture like I always did, but something seemed different. 

Someone from the human resources department, who didn't usually 
come to our office, was standing with the speaker at the front. Beside him 
stood a woman I'd never seen before. 

"Okay. Before we start our usual gathering, I'd like to introduce a new 
transfer to our division." 

The speaker said in a relaxed manner, and the HR guy whispered 
something to the new transfer. He was probably instructing her to introduce 
herself. She gave a small nod, then took a step forward. 

"My name is Kanda Ao, and I'm transferring here from the Sendai 
branch. I haven't even visited this branch on a work trip, so I'm not sure how 
you do things here, but I'd be pleased if you could all show me the ropes. It's 
very nice to meet you all." 

She had curly black hair with no hidden frizz; the bridge of her nose 
was slim and straight; and her mouth was on the smaller side. Even from a 


female perspective, she was freakishly pretty. And, to top it off, she sounded 


totally comfortable speaking in front of all those people. Perhaps she'd been 
transferred here as a member of management? No, she was far too young for 
that. 

"I'll be working under the section manager on the next project, so please 
feel free to push me around if you need to." 

Her frank self-introduction received some quiet laughs from around the 
office. 

As I'd expected, she wasn't a member of management, but I could sense 
from the way she carried herself that she was unusually confident. She might 
have been one of those people who was naturally self-confident. Still, 
whatever the reason might have been, she seemed tough. 

I laughed bitterly on the inside. I didn't want much to do with this 
woman. 

"Huh?" 

A shrill voice sounded from among the group of employees. Everybody 
looked in the direction it came from. 

It was Yoshida-sempai. 

That was when the woman, Kanda, who was standing at the front, spoke 
up. 

"Uh... Is that you, Yoshida?" 

She said, and the whole office started murmuring to each other. 

"Wh-what? Do you know each other?" 

The speaker asked Ms. Kanda, smiling. She nodded. 


"He was a grade below me in high school." 


"What are you doing here...?" 

Yoshida-sempai, who was clearly shaken up, asked in a trembling 
voice. 

"It'll make things so much easier for you here if there's already someone 
you know around. Ask Yoshida if you need anything." 

"Yeah! Will do." 

Ms. Kanda acknowledged the speaker's suggestion, then cast another 
glance Yoshida-sempai's way, raising one of her hands waist-high and 
smirking. This gesture irked me slightly. I looked over at Yoshida-sempai, 
and watched him give her an ambiguous smile back to return the greeting. 

It was strange. 

It might be a surprise for an old acquaintance to transfer to the 
department, but I didn't think it was something to get so shaken up over. That 
panicked look on Yoshida-sempai's face gave me déyja vu. 

It was just like when Ms. Goto called him over to her desk to talk to him 
out of the blue... 

With that thought, Ms. Goto suddenly popped into my head. She must 
have been involved in the HR process as well. Did she know about the 
connection between them? 

Without shifting my posture, I looked over at Ms. Goto at her desk and 
was Startled by what I found. 

She was standing there making a face I'd never seen before. I turned 
away, fighting back the urge to laugh at the sight of it. 


It was obvious that she didn't know, either. 


To tell the truth, it was all too much for me. 

First there was Ms. Goto, who'd had so much longer to form a bond 
with Yoshida-sempai, and then Sayu, who appeared out of nowhere. And 
then, just as I thought that being sandwiched between the two of them was 
bad enough, his high school senior had turned up. 

I had no idea what kind of connection this woman had with Yoshida- 
sempai, but judging from his reaction, something had obviously happened 
between them. 

There was just one thing I wanted to say about all of this. 

Please, no more rivals. 

I let out a small sigh and looked back at Ms. Goto. She'd plastered her 
usual, carefree smile back on her face. She always managed to pull herself 
back together quickly. 

I silently gloated over the achievement of having caught her looking 
uncomfortable, even if it was only for a moment. 

Then, I moved my gaze toward Yoshida-sempai, which made me feel 
worse again. 

He looked like a high schooler whose older crush had just spoken to 
him. What the heck was that about? 


Thank you for reading! 
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